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We had some handshaking on the deck and all the crew
wished me luck.

Going through the spray aboard a small boat is
not very delightful, but the lascars pulled their oars
slowly and methodically, using the gradual increase of
the surf as we got nearer the shore to add to our speed.

"What is that?" I asked, when we still floated some
way from the lines of tall buildings above the wave
crests. A biggish and formidable-looking vessel, rigged
on a somewhat old-fashioned plan, loomed just to the
right. "I thought one could only anchor at sea/'

The Captain explained the story of the ship. ''Seven
or eight years ago," he said, "the Turkish Navy sent
this cruiser to Jeddah on some business or other. After
it had arrived, the Sublime Porte forgot all about the
visit until lately, when the Captain got orders to go
home. Thereupon the cruiser tried to move but the
crew found the hull was about as firmly anchored as
Asia herself. Coral had grown up all around it and so
the Sultan's ship can stay here for ever."

With curiosity I studied the man-of-war while we
went past. Sailors still lived on board and washing
hung on the line in the good old Thames house-boat
fashion.

By now one could distinguish the windows and para-
pets on the houses, which looked like domino stones,
flecked with square, instead of circular, spots.

A sudden, heaving roller of particular strength lifted
the gig up and shot it on, on, on nearer and nearer to
a white shelf of beach.